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d on a Bough the Blackbird 
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ſat, 
Fl Revolving the ſtrange 
& 8 Turns of Fate, 


"In a —_ Walk he through the Trees, 
Pzimario and Clariſſa ſees 3 

The fair Clariſſa who ſtill bears 

A Part in all her Lady's Es, 2 
. And 


To help, deliver her from thoſe, 


Her Perſon from her Power divide. 


| When intermix'd with want of ys - 


To all things elſe has a pretence. 


(>) 


And ſtill attends where e' re ſhe goes, 


Who with inexorable Spite, 


Diſturb her Quiet day and night, 
And ful! of Impudence and Pride, 


Oh ! What a Force has Impudence, 


— | 
Hew often does it make Men great, 


And give em Titles, and Eftate, 


Gains Vogue at Court, and makes Fools 
Peezs, 

And Scoundvels to high Places rears ; 

As ſays the learned Hudibꝛas, 

Can make a Dilhop of an Aſs. 

For he that has but Impudence, | 


The 


| The Lady firſt the Talk began, 

h Pzimario you're a faithful Man, TS 
And much our Mts. does depend, 

That you'll approve your ſelf her Friend, 


an 


||| She therefore ſends by me to know, Y | 


How now you think her Matters go. 
Piꝛimario ſigh and ſtop her here; 


| To the good Dame my Duty bear, / 

And beg her firſt of all beware, | } 

| Of thoſe vile Hen that boldly far. 
They lawfully may diſobey. * Nees 
For ſuch who for Reſiſtance plead; - ei 

Muſt ever keep her under dread; 5 1 

And to betray, or uſe her ill, 

Would always have it at their Will. 
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(4) 
Clariſſa, if 1 may be free, 
Tell your good Lady this from me, 
Her Safeguard's in the Miniſtry. 
When wiſe, and virtuous Men preſide, 


| Whoſe Faith and Fuſtice have been try d; 


Then Anarchy, and Innovation, 
That threaten this unhappy Nation, 


Muſt ſneak into ſome other Station. 


But when Religion's made the Sport, 
The Make-game or the Fool o'th* Court, 


| Andev'ry little Knave or Feol, 


Directs the Monarch how to Rule, | 


| Unleſs by ſpeedy Meaſures croſs d, 


The Church, and Crown muſt both be loſt, 
And he that thinks them out of Danger, 


To common Senſe muſt be a Stranger. 


TY-J 


Can it be true what People ſay, 
A ſet of Fellows tother day, 
N Had Inſolence enough to come, 
Into your Lady's drawing Room, 
And to her Face declare if ſhe, 
Should alter more the Miniſtry, 


They'd all withdraw from her A/iance, 
And what is this but flat Keſiſfance, 


Oh Heaven ! Was ever ſuch a thing 
Offer'd before to Queen or Ning; 
My very Soul abhors the Notion, 
Of ſuch a vile, and wicked Motion, | 
What had the Ladp ne're a Friend 2 = 
Whoſe Duty then twas to attend, 
To take theſe Scoundrels by the Ears, 


And lead em with contempt down Stairs. 


Cari 


Suggeſts to me th that this is Treafon, 
A Bigdemeanoz tis I'm ſure, * 


| Nor can your Lady paſs' it by, 


To condeſeend! to be their Slave; -* A 10 


L We will quickly' Tee; 2 Nn W 
| Our Miſtreſs will her Power. ally ne 'f 4 


(5) 
Clariſſa, 1 proteſt my Reaſon ; 


* 


The Nation: ought not to endure; 


The Afrront. is ſo exceoding; high. 
ne. will you Siue me leave, 
My Midtets, who can much borzire, 


Yet wears a Soul too large and brave, 


* 0 ” a Py 


Before we part e this don we, 5 . 


17 8 
And puyiſh thoſe that dare preſume; * «loch N 
To flight ber: Title aud defame, 6 gelle 


That glorious! Race fon whence ſhe eine. - 
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Clariſſa, I proteſt my Reaſon 


Suggeſts to me that this is Treaſon, 


A Disdemeano? * tis I'm ſure, | 
The Nation ought not to endure 3 "Is 


Nor can your Lady paſs it by, 
The Allront is ſo excceding high. 


DPꝛimario, will you give me leave, 


My Midrele, who can much forgive, 
Yet wears a Soul too large and brave, 
To condeſcend to be their Slave. 5 — 
Before we part take this from me, 
Pzimario you will quickly fen; þ 
Our Miſtreſs will her Power aſſume, 98 
And puniſh thoſe that dare preſume, | 280 
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To flight her Title: and defame, 4 * dene 7 


That glorious Rate from whence ſhe came. 
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